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CHAPTER V. -~ ~ -
The Night Rider.
HE light in the bungalow on
the hill across the valley
winked as some omne passed
e beneath it and the window.
"! can see clearly enough,” said Wil-
kerson, “that there is a girl mixed
up In this affair. Tom Gallon never
walked like that™ '
He rode slowly down the steep hill
till he reached the pumping engine.
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abavad cne of the coins back.

Bill Tubbs, the bulky, sodden faced
engineer, came to the doorway. '
“Is this *‘The Master Key?" de- | '
manded Wilkerson. |
“It certainly i8,” was the response. ’
“Apd—old Tom Gallon runs it?” .
Wilkerson pulled out a flask, divining |
Bill Tubbs' ruling vice, and the enJ
gineer, after a long drink, wiped Lis
mouth with the back of his oily hands.
“S8o you are looking for Thomas Gal-
lon, ure you? Well, he owas this mine,
but it's mostly run by a young girl
there in that bungalow on the hilL
You see, Tom sin't up to what he used
to be. The ore is getting worse every
day and the old man’s sick up there in
his bouse.”

“I'm going up to see him now,” said
Wilkerson. He rode on a few yards ’
and surveyed the snug houses, stamp !
mill and all the apparatus of the grow-
ing mine and sparled: “So this is what
he wanted for himself!”

The man be was seeking lay prop-
ped up in bed. To Ruth he gave ev- |
erything—silks and down and al! the
soft things of this life. Himself he
still slept on a hard cot with a straw
pillow under his head—that is. he had
slept. It seemed to him tliat sleep

had forever fled. and be was now look-
ing up into Rafh’d face almost plescs

ingly. trying to keep his grim old lips
from asking sympathy. There was
reason in his mind that he should ac-
cept no tender ministration from the
lovely girl who stood beside him. His
sacrifice must be complete; so when
his daughter bent over him and asked
him If he felt all right he mustered a
smile,

“There's nothing the matter with me,
Ruth,” bhe was saying, and his glance
sought that of John Dorr, who stood
at the foot of the bed. The eyes of
the ©v0 men met, and Dorr impercep-
11hls dded his head in token that be

oubl not tell. Not that he yet knew
the socret of “The Master Eey,” buot
' recoguized the fact that sooner or

U L was to know.

Ih stooped over nnd said:

"1, 1 don't believe you do feel

I'm going to make you some
ti'us not to drink. I'll bring you a

) And she went into the kiteh-
1«11 shut the door.
‘n she was goune John nodded a
at “Good night,” and also left

Then old Thomas Gallon rose and
“wer 10 his worn desk and got his well

ed diary.

‘f ».a hauuted,” he wrote slowly, “al-
war - baunted. Am I to die without

v.ng whether Wilkerson is alive
w1 that Rtoth is safe?”

hat moment he glanced up and

v.zat he saw the sinister face of his

r partoer at the window. By the

rongest effort of will he managed fo |

teontrol himself and went on writing: |

Wilkerson still alive by night!
on will he come out into the day? |
shall pever have the key tJJat|
d unlock the seeret to my little
: happiness. I will trust John." |
1cy to yourself scenes that munt'
ve fled like swift films before the |
‘ n:m’s eyes as he put the diary |
bway. The desert and its mortal |
I irs t Wilkerson, ever drinking greed- |
|iv of precious water; gold; murder.!
tiv sgcape with the plans, their loss !
|+ the chest when the vessel wem:l
fswa in a caldron of flame; the image |
)} his dying wife; the picture of the |
) 11 he had 1ifted from her chill breast |
+-itath, for whom he bad suffered. He |
i ved his head on his folded arms.
| =uch is the bitterpess that the night
rings upon those who are alone.
When Ruth came in with the steam-
g glass of toddy she quietly set the
ass down and went out on the porch
look at the light across the gulch
hich marked John Dorr’s window.
uth was calling to youth.
It was no apparition that Gallon had
:on at the window this time. It was
pally Wilkerson, who, after one satis-
pd glance, rode swiftly away.
{It was midnight when he rapped at
e door of the Valle Visga raflroad
tion and called the sleepy agent.
‘I want to get a telegram through
ght away,” he said brusquely. “There
an extra dollar in your pocket if you |
n rush it"”
I'he slender boy who represented the
Mountain Southern raliroad si-
tly led the way in. turned up the
°k of the lamp and shoved blanks
pencil across the counter.
You look half asleep to me,” Wilker-
growled as he picked up the pen-

t’ho boy scanned the stranger quiet-
|nndopmedthodmmothhtcl—
phh desk and faced his visitor
rln Wilkerson caughbt the glint of
steel barrel of a revolver in that
wer.
must baye some money in the
" he gnarled .
o boy looked at hlm with ntgaly
eves and stated in a perfectly
ter of fact tope, “I metely wanted
w you that [ am awske” !l‘hdt
s, met. It was Wilkerson's eyes
fell. '
grasped the pencil and wrote oD
ellow blank:

Valle Vista. Csl., March ity
nc'rn-n. Astor House, New York
ahﬁmull Gallon st last MGMI
er Key" mine tomarrow. —
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| man said softly, “Pardner!”
| ulpus. He called to his aid all his frail

{ the table and pulled off his gantlets.
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He shoved the paper across to the
operatpr and sgid roughly: “Now, earn
that extra dollar!” He banged two sil-
ver coing on the counter.

The operator scanned the menua.
took another look at his customer and

" “*The charge to New York is $1” he
sald mildly.

Wilkerson scowled, “Well, rush that
anyway!" He strode out of the little
office and mounted his horse.” The
weary animal tried to turn in toward
its accustomed corral, but its rider
reined, it sharply back into the road
toward “The Master Key” mine.

“I think Gallon will recognize me,”
be muttered to himself,

Tom Kane, who since the beginning
of the camp b.nd been the gpen handed
but close mouthed cook, sounded his
triangle.

Immediately poured ont from the
quarters of the unmarried men a
stream of miners. As he had done for |
many years, Thomas Gallon went to |
the window to watch this morning
ceremony. He saw that the men greet-
ed John Dorr respectfully, yet gen-
iall:r

“It was a Idcky day when John Dorr
came,” he muttered to himself. Then
his eye caught the ficure of a horse-
man riding leisurely down the street.
apparently careless of the scowls from
the mwen against whom he brushed
roughly. '

The old man rubbed his eyes feebly
and looked again. Yes, it was true.
He could never mistake that figure or |
that saturnine visage. God! Why had !
his bullet not gone through that face? |
He reached for his gun with somewhat
=s. the vigor of youth: he wus safe noo
One shot out of that window and tins
figure that had baunted him for years
would tumble and fall and forever dis-
appear from his life. He could do it.

He put the gun down quietly and
dropped his chin on his breast. He re-
alized that his years of struggle had
broken down the indomitable spirit of
his youth and his pride. He was an old
man; he could not keep Wilkerson from |
coming back. .

Harry Wilkerson saw that face at '

the window, and his smile hardened. . .

He thought he would take Gallon by r
surprise possibly, but beéfore he rapped |

“Still partners 1n ‘The M_‘nter Key.'"™

on the redwood door Gaillon had had
time to clutch the key—'"The Master |
Key"” to the riches in San Jacintc |
mine—and hurriedly thrust it jnto a
drawer in the desk and shut it from |
sight.

As the-door swung open the two men
looked at each other. Then the younger

“Pardner!” said Gallon, as if incred.

physical strength to face the final ca-
tastrophe.

“Still partners,” said Wilkerson, step-
ping on in and closing the door; “still
partners in “The Master Eey!" "

Involantarily Gallon clutched at his
throat, where that golden key hung
80 long. Could he live to fight this
thing through? The agony in his chest
was unbearable. “What do you want?
he 2sked hoarsely.

Wilkerson flung his riding quirt on

“Well,” he drawled, “partner, 1 guess|
there are several things 1 want.” He |
| ixed his dark eyes on the old man.
“And there's one thing I'm gofog to,
bave, and that's my share of 'rbe'
Master Key.'"”

“Your share?” parried Gallon.

“My share!” said Wilkerson, resliz-
ing that he controlled the situation. “I
have returned for my just due!

“Now, listen, partner, I am going to
stand no nonsense.”

“What have you been doing all these
years?™ the old man agked dully.
“Why baven't you been bere hefore?”

“None of your business,” snarled Wil-
kerson. “All I've got to say is that 1
managed to get to New York. Now I'm
back after finding out that you made
a gtrike, the find you made when we
were partners. . How did you get back
bere?"

Gallon looked at his enemy with the
simplicity of ;an old man telling a |
proved truth, “They were all my
friends,” he sal

“Friends?™ Wilketsord in a snd-
denly changed ¥éice and, tifrusting his
contorted face close to Gallon's, "I
don't care about your friends, but you
better care about the enezmr _you

ﬂlﬂ’-;_“ -

| received a blow in the month that
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ST 2R KEY

By JOHN FLEMING WILSON

[
" For one instant the mine owner's
face grew stern and pitiless. But he

Leard a/step on the outside poreh, and
bis face softened, -
“My God, Harry; 1 d@id it for the

girl!”

The evil soul of Wilkerson fiared be-
hind those cold eyes of bis, and for
the first time in his life he told the
truth of his inmost heart, “And 1 must
bhave my share of *“The Master Bey to
buy & woman.”

*What woman?"

Wilkerson leaned forward, and his
up- hhnﬂ bate as he returped: “Do

you remmher “that woman tn Valle
Vista five years ago—that woman you
thought your little daughter too good
to speak to? It was you who drove
her out of camp, and now"—he smiled
fatuitously—"she's rich and in New
York, and she bhates you!”
Gallon bowed his head
What §s it you want, Harry?” he
whispered huskily.

The other man pulled a paper out
of his pocket and threw it on the ta-
ble. *There's a contract for you to
sign.”

At this moment the door opened,
iand Ruth entered. She stared a mo-
ment at the visitor and then looked
aunxiously at her father, who said:

“This is an old partner of ‘mine,
Ruthy—Harry Wilkerson.”

Ruth shyly looked at the tall strang-
er and then shook hands with him.
He held her gentle fingers a second
too long. IHer face flushed, and she |
retired without a backward glance.

Without paying any more attention
to the old man, who had now subsid-
ed into a chair hy the table, Wilker-
son walked to the window and wateh- |
ed the slim, girlish” igure of the young |
girl tripping down the hill. Then he |
swung on the old man harshly: “Well,
I need a job. You need a new super-
intendent, don't you? 1 guess I'll take

| the place.”

He stepped quickly to the window
once more. This time he saw Ruth.
with Tom Kane, the old cook, and ap-
other, in front¥of the cook house.

“Come here, Tom. Who is that talk-
ing to that girl of yours?” he said.
Gallon got up heavily from his chair |
and walked over to the window, and
be could not repress an expression of |
rellef. *“Ob, that's the mining enzi-
neer of ‘The Master Key,” John Dorr!”

With a quick swing Wilkerson wnas
back, leaning over the table. He pick-
ed gp the paper. “Sigu.berel” be sald
insolently.

Gallon made a Iast faint protest: "I
can’'t do it!”

Wilkerson picked up a pen, dipped it |
and put it in the old man’s hand |
“Bign!"

Just as the last letter of that signa- |
ture, which had so long stood for re-
spectability, was blotted at the foot of
the paper Ruth entered. '

“Your falher bas just made me su-
perintendent of this mine. I'm his old |
partner, you know!"

Ruth looked at her father with con-
sternation. “Why — why —I thought
John"—

Thomas Gallan looked up and wiped |
his lips. “Yes,” he said dully, “I have i
made my old—my qld—partner superin- |
tendent of ‘The Master Key."”

“l expect we'll see a good deal of |
each other from now on,” Wilkerson |
said silkily. and with those slim, white |
fingers of his he reached out and pinch- |
ed Ruth's cheek,

Ruth did not draw back. She clinch.
ed her firm little hand and Wilkerson

made him stagger back.

At the moment that he received that
stinging blow he heard a movement to |
one side of him, and, with the old in-
stinetive fear of Thomas Gallon. he
drew away back with his hand on the
gun at his hip.” He met the flaring
eyes of the old man, who had risen
from his seat, and understood that un-
til life left that decrepit frame its mas-
tering passion—the passion which he
could not hope to master—would be
love for the girl whom he had juost in-
sulted.

He made & daring apology, the apolo-
gy of the coward and the liar. “I beg
your pardon, Ruth, but you used to sit
on my knee when you were a little
one.”

Sfhe merely glanced at him and went
out of the bungalow. She did not see
her father rise to his full height and

: { |
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“I killed you opee for her sake, aud, [
d-n you, I'll kill you again, old as 1
am!™”

“Copje vn,” Wilkerson said roughly, .

|

| mother lode In a wreck at sea. The

; 0ld carved chest, and when you open

! Master Key.

“dai't_fet excited, Now tase me down
and introduce me to the boys.” ;

Gallon sighed heavily as he obeyed
and took him to where John Dorr was |
now starting his day's work.

“John,” he said heavily, “this is Har-
ry Wilkerson, the new superintendent !
of the mine. He used td be my p.n't
ner., It won't interfere with your work
any.” He paused for breath. “In fact,
it will take a lot of extra detalls off
your gshoulders.” -

Jobn looked at W’llkgrson His heart
was fliled with bitterness, but he sim-
ply said, “All right, Mr, Gallon,” and
left.

“Well,” said Wilkerson, “I'l take
charge right away.” He picked up a
telegraph blank and sat down at the
desk with a pew assurance. Asif
had been dismissed by his supe
Thomas Gallon stepped feebly nwn,[.

When he was gone Wilkerson wrote
rapidly:

“Master Key Mine,” via Silent Valley,

March 18, 18—,

Jean Darnell, Astor House, New York

City, \n X.:

1 have just been appointed superintend-
ent of this mine; tell George; letter fol-
lows. HARRY.

He stared down at his own signature
with a strange feellng that it was new
—letters instead of fighres! He winc-
ed ns he scemed to hear her say: “I'll
never marry you until you are rich.
Get the money and you shall,have Jeah
Darnell,”

The new superintendent gritted his
teeth, folded up the telegram and call-

| ed roughly to a boy lounging outside |

on the porech: :
“Here, take this to the telegraph
station, and be quick about it!” Then
he addressed hlmselt to an examina-
tion of the reports and time sheets und
various papers that explained the |
working of the mine. His soft. white
fingers caressed receipts that spoke o/ '
gold exstracted from the earth.

CHAPTER VI
The Golden Key:
FTER he had left his former |
partner in the office Thomas
Gallon slowly went up to the
Ko bungalow. There was a glim
mer of satisfaction in his dim eyes ag |
he thought of the fact that the location
of the real lode was unknown and
that the plans that might reveal it
were far bepeath the tvaters of the
Pacific. He went inside to the desk
and picked out of the locker drawer
| the golden key whieh- beld his secret.
He stared at it and read the num-
| bers that marked the position of the

lost vessel, and the chest that held the |

plans. Whom could he trust with
this? THe looked out of the window
and called to John Dorr.

“John!" he quavered. “I've alveady
told you a little about my finding this
mine and about my old partner.”

“Wilkerson 7"

“Yes, Wilkerson; but there Is anoth-
er secret. 1 lost the location of the

| chest slipped overboard; but find the
wreck and somewhere near it is that

the chest”— The old man suddenly
stagzered forward into Dorr's arms.

“I killed him once,” hé muttered fee-
bly, and then the silenée' which pres-
ages the wordiessness of eternity over-
came bim. John gently laid him down
on the bed and called Ruth.

“Father!” she called softly as she
knelt by the bedside.

Thomas Gallon steod on the ﬂl‘ent
divide, but he turned back a moment
to gather his strength. Then he mo- !
tioned with his gnarled band for John. |
The young man. stepped quietly for- r
ward and stooped over, |

“My will. John! I leave Ruth “The !
In my desk—bring it!"
When the desired paper was brought |
e whispered: I

“Read it!"

John Dorr opened the document and |
read it alond:

“®**] leave all my property to my
daughter, Ruth, to come Into her fuil
possession on her elghteenth birthday. 1
direct her never to let go of ‘The Master
Key," which will make my little girl
happy.” .

So ran the last words., The old man
lifted bimself still firther up and call-
ed for a pen and ink. Then, muster-
ing his failing powers, he wrote in a
firm hand the further words:

I direct that my daughter keep Harry
Wilkerson as superintendent until she is
eighteen. 1 appoint as executor of this,
my last wilkand testament, John Dorr.

THOMAS GALLON.

The pen fell from his fingers, and he
lifted his trembling hand to his throat
and tore st the string that beld the
golden key, It broke, and he put the
key in Ruth’s lap.

“That is the secret” he muttered
“Jobn knows—and Wilkerson. Trust
John.” Again he opened bis eyes and
motioned toward the desk. “The let-
ter!” he croaked.

Ruth's goick intuition led her to the
desk again, and she found in the same
drawer that had held the will a/sealed
envelope addressed; ™
John Dorr:

~To' be opeped oo Ruth's eighteenth
birthday. Sooner If her welfare is threat-

turned his dimming eyes to
n\m. whotookhothhis chilling hands

“Chndl "rhe H.utat Key' keep al-
Ways near you.. Some day”—he choked

—*“Iit will bring you riches, bappiness
and Iovo."

- - - - |
Wben he tlr:thunlﬂnt Gallon was
Wilkerson was appalled. He
thought of the woman in New York
and regained his courage. Tbkwasa'
ase where he must win by brute force.

] E[e myst immediately show his author- |

Uy.. He who sguck Orst would win, |

S

| to the notice e had posted on the office
| wall, nor did they seem to recognize

———

| duties to soothing Ruth's grief.
| girl had really been enormously de

| ness she turned to John and old Tom

he thought; yet in the back of Kl con- |
sciousness was the realization that he
did not know what disposition Gallon
had made of the property. . And where
was that rich vein of gold that would
buy him Jean Darnell, with her velvet
ways and her dark eyes of topaz?

Perhaps because for several years he
| bad not handled other men. but been
himself a mere cog in a great machine, :
Wilkerson mistook the spirit of the
miners. He dildl not understand that |
they had a profound respect for Thom-
as Gallon,

“I must zet these people in hand.” |
thonght Wilkerson, “and do it quick.”

He spent the afterngon in making s
schedule for n_ sweeping reduction in
wages. Then he sent for Bill Tubbs,
the eugineer. When he had come, |
gross, lignor swdden and h2if insolent, |

the superintendent lnughed at him.
“Tubbs, what do you know nbnutl-

this mine®” |
*Well," Tubbs answersd. “the ore |

panned out pretty good for awhile, bnt
they lost the mother lode. There 2tin’t
a carload worth a dollar come out of
bere in three months. and thar little |
£irl uo on the hill syon’t Lave woin |
fng at sll unless she takes the advice |
of some of us old timess aud fires that
young squirt of un engineer, John
Dorr.”

Wilkerson leaned over and his face
suddeuly grew white in its intensity of
expression.

“I'm tbe superintendent of this mine.
Now go!”

Tubbs looked astonished at the tone,
but obeyed

Wilkerson smiled to himself. One
man, amd he one of the most impor-
tant in the eamp, was his absolute tool
and slave. He took his pen and rap-
idly wrote out an order:

“After this day all wages in Uii."i
| mine will be reduced 25 per cent.”

"Hé called one of thie boukkeepers and
| curtly ordered him to post it on the
wall of the office outside. A surprise
awaited him, however. in the attitude
of the miners. They paid no attention

the presence of the new superintend-

| ent. He questioned Ed Mayer, the

| loading boss.

*“Miss Ruth is running
Key!"" Mayer replied.

After the passing of Thomas Galilon
{ things at the mine went very quietly |
for a few weeks. Jobhn Dorr had ae- |
cepted the subordinate position nun-
der Wilkerson and was faithfully de

‘The Master

Ha Jerked Wilkerson to His Feet.

voting himseif in the intervals of his
The

pendent upon her father. She was |
only a child, but now in her solitari-

| Kane with impulsive trust and afTec-
tion. She tried hard to Le brave, hut
the days were long and the nights long-
er. The cook house bloomed with fresh
roses every day. an excuse for her go- |
ing down to talk with old Tow. and |
in the evening, when the shadows fell
actoss the guich, John and she would |
water the flowers togethier, and he
would tell her of his life in college and
in New York.

“I'd love to see-New York!" she spid
a dozen times, and on each oceasion
John would smile at lier and say, “Yon
shall.”

Neither of them realized that circum-
stances would shortly take them both,
though separately, to New York, for
there was piling up in a secret drawer
in Wilkerson’s desk letters written in
a woman's script. Some of them in
scented envelopes on embossed paper.
Each one of them was signed “Jean
Darnell.” When the seventh letter
came the superintendent reread it
many times:

Astor House, New York. May 15, 13—,

Dear Harry—From what vou say and
from what I learn from George, I think
that I would be willing to put up the
money to buy control of your "Master
Key" mine, but you must be sure about
this. I know that old Galion made money
out of it. but I'm also sure that he was
concealing something, as you think, Alaka
the mine worth while and—well, I remem-
Ler my days in that camp—1'd like 1y re-
venge. George Everett will handle the
stock end oft it very quietly when you say
the word. Don't let your ugly temper get
away frem you and look out for Dorr.

JEAN DARNELIL.

“Now,” thought Wilkerson exultant-
Iy, "1 can put. the screws on Dorr. I'l}
fire bim."”

At this moment the man he was
thinking so bitterly of appeared, and |
Wilkerson, while his courage was still |
fresh, sqid insolently: “1 see you ure|
spendlng 4 good deal of time out of |

| and
| aged to land two stinging blows on
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such extravagance. 1 guess we'll have
to have a new mining engineer.
sent for one, so you lLetter pack.™

For the moment John did not upml. |
They confronted each other for 2 mo- |

ment; then Dorr turned on his heel
and walked off. As he did so he brush-
ed into old Tom Kane.

“The miners won't stand any more

of Wilkerson. and they are going to |
day shift |

strike tonight, when the
comes off,” Tom ecronked. “Lots of
them are packing their duds pow to

getout. D—n him he has ruined little |

tuthie's property!

Jolin looked ont of the window and |
realized that the various groups of |
miners, tired. sullen, as if waiting for
something, made nn bgly picture.

“I'm afraid its up to them, Tom,"
he said. » little huskily. *“1 bhave been !
discharged, and | am leaving myself |
tonizht.”

He was perfectly amazed at the ef-
fect of his wonls. Dropping the coffee-
pot with a erush on the top of the

range, Tom RKane dashed out of the
door amd into the wnearest zroup of
minors, gestienlating and laughing hys-
tericallg. EHe said two words and then
rushed back, his bright eyes gleaming
fiercely. ‘

“That saves the mine for Ruthle,
John” he zaspedd. “The miners were
Just going to quit quietlike. Now they

As John came to
beard the sound of
He kicked open the !
stood uside just in time °
son draw a gun on the old
“Drop that gun, yon dog " 1. bellow-
ed. and with cne leap was at VWilker-
son's throeat. I
Wilkerson was no pigmy in strength
as agile as a panther. He man-

Jolin's eye before Dorr drove him sp
against the wall_ Iaid

His fist
was lifted to give the final finishing
blow swhen he caught sight of Ruth’s |
white face. He jerked Wilkerson 1o |
bis feet, flung him into the corper and !
strode silently out.

“John, John! What is the matter?
demanded Roth.

Her eyes slowly filled with tears.

“You are not going to leave "The Mas-

ter Key' mine, are you, John? And—
and”"— Before he conld answer her

| appeal in words there was a wild roar
down the street and the tramp of hoot- |

ed feet.

“Get the dynamite and blow the fel-
low ap!" bawled a couple of hoarse
voices.

“Get a rope and bhang him to the
boist!” yelled apother. Then a full
chorus of angry cries rose into the
evening air and filled the valley with
raucous sound. '

Quickly John drew Ruth aside in the
shelter of one of the cotiages and said
hurrledly: “This must be stopped,
Ruth. 'l get out there and stop
them!™

Ruth’s property was in peril. John's |
stentorian voice rang out across the
throng: *Stop, men! Stop!™
soon saw that the crowd was getting
ont of hand. He perceived three or
four of the tunnel men racing down
the hill to join in the fracas. One of
them. he was sare, had been to the
powder house. He gritted his teeth
and made his last appeal.

“Ruth—Ruth Gallon!" he called.

hlz pewerful |
bands on him and thrust him to the | ot
, floor in abselute bLelplessness.

i

|

s
“That bound in there discharged me!l
! 1 am going te leave tonizht.”

But he |
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“Stop, men, stop!”

On his way he picked up his gun,
i which John had Sung throngh the win-
Gow, and thrust it in the bosom of his
shirt. with a meaninz glance backward
it John Deorr. who was now helping
Ruth through the crowds toward the
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:::H ;f].n;ht;.m‘ mdlihh‘llllu :llﬁhfl;jt:nbl‘l;‘lli' bungale  followed by a relling,
| ters out with them.’ _Eﬂ‘ﬂ!"' . nghing, bellowing colump
He peered ausiously up into the | ™ 4
young man's face. “You tf‘)on't deser* * i the office W!lkers?n
her, will you, John?" hiix ek and wolocked the
Wirh an inarticulate grow! vRich beld that serenth letter.
swung out into the supshis ‘aoe - e matiemad w""
bowed his way throngh * aed)
throng of miners just
{ Abead of him be s: =
| ing to an old miner, i
arzuing earpestly. H: i bLLaS hYa
intendent and the miju
office, and a moment ! “ “_‘J:!? '.‘ .’ PLAN
pearcd NEW X-HAS

-1+ griends Cards 2nd Mon-
ey Will be Given to
v . Charity.

Lattle Creek, Mich., Noyv. 24-To
diminich extravagant Christmas gifts
ith nh:' object of increasing gifts to
vhavity, the Battle Creek Ministerial
rw itign has started. a, {mvei moye-
atfect the whole like the
“Spug” idea.

'1‘5:«- simplicity of the plai commends

Instead of buying your friend an
vy ,,vn:-‘»h‘(‘ gift you mail a card offer-
the felicitations of the Holiday
cason, telling him you propose to

country,

ng

rive to charity the amount you would
wually expend on his gift and ask-

in him to join in the new movement.

The new plan is not devised to save
it is cxplained, but simply to
divert money frem extravu;,;un'.
Christmas giving to the work of char-
ity and relief of the needy, both in
this nation and in Europe.

The

money,

following text has been sug-
rested by the Ministerial association
of Batlle Creek for use on a general
card to be sent cut in advance
‘nf Christmas.
My Christmas Decision.

Every Christmas season makes your
friendship and mine more precious and
our love more tender. This vear the
the thought of that love has been
I‘;rln l‘in"" to me a new Cconsciousness
of the needs of the whole world for
Christmas cheer and love. Desolate
homes, stricken countries, and im-
periled lives abroad: slackened indus-
try and impending suffering at home
all are calling. [ want you to know
that My Christmas gift to you will be
simple, but warmed with the
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Doubtless none of the miners had no- | fire of a new love, for a I am going to

ticed her presence, and when her slen-,
der figure emerged from a doorway.

boldly yet modestly out toward the] . ‘hom I deeply love.

man who was trying to bold them in |
check, there was a dead silence. That |
silence was portentous. In it was de-
cided the fate of “The Master Key.”

It was broken by wild and tumulto-
ous cheers as John lifted Ruth on the
box, and she beld out her slender arms

in girlish entreaty to the men she |

knew 30 well

Cowed, yet as ever alert to snateh at
any opening, Wilkerson now r:mne:
boldiy on the scene. Just as be had !
bluffed his way many a time before, |
ke now made a play on which he knew
his own safety depended. He mount-
ed on the box beside Ruth. *“Miss

Gallon has asked me to restore the..

former rate of wages!™ he shouted. |
“It has been doue™

What meant that ominous silence?;
What more must he say to those faces
uptorned to his? *“And I bave reap-
pointed John Dorr to run this mine”
he muttered, \

Possibly he hoped that those low, |
hoarse tones would not eafry far, but |
attentive ears caught them up and
knew their meaning. :

Old Tom Kane came through the |
crowd, thrust Wilkerson off the box |
without ceremony and raised bis crack:

ed voice in a yell that brought a pel"'l

fect thunder of cheers from the miners. |
Without waiting to listen for wore |

Wilkerson went away with as much |

lbnmdo as he could muster to the |

your officq. The mine (-nng__af_f_ordl office.
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| greeting

give an extra gift to the needs of all
those whom I have never secen but
My joy in this
! new service will be greater if you join
me in its spirit that our Christmas
celebration may be kept simnle, filied
with good will, winged with sacrifice
and devoted to neace.

POPE BENEDICT XIIL IS 60

Expresses Desire for No Festivities—
Gets Many Messages.

.Rome, Nov. Z21—Although Pope
| diet exworessed a desire that there
hould he no festivities or manifesta-
tions on the occasion of his sixtieth
| birthdsy today because of the war,
telegrams and addresses of
have Been received from
througoul the world.

Those who have sent messages in-
clude sovereigns and the heads of
various states, Many of the messages
contain  expressions of hope that
| through the cfforts of Pope Benedict
peace soon may be realized .

many

J. A. Hays, a redl estate man of
Memphis, Tenn., was in the city yes-
texday looking aftér some matters of
‘ business.

Frank Devine of Dexter, was in the
city yesterday on a shopping trip.

If is Loped the new scheme u.l"
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